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me in, and then asked me through the grated hole what I
would like to ^at. I answered that I had not thought about
eating so far, whereupon he left me, and I heard him care-
fully fasten the doors behind them.
There was a window in the cell, about two feet wide,
crossed by iron bars, the thickness of a man's thumb. This
formed sixteen panes, five inches square. This window would
have let in plerxty of light had it not been half blocked by
an immense oaken roof beam. I could not stand upright, as
the walls were only five feet and a half high; on one side
was a kind of alcove, capable of holding a bed, but there
was no bed, or table, or chair, or furniture of any kind,
except a small tub, and a narrow bench screwed to the wall,
four feet above the floor. On this bench I laid my paduasoy
mantle, my beautiful new coat, and my hat, trimmed with a
long white feather and Spanish point lace. It was terribly
hot. I went to the hole in the door to get some air, and saw
several enormous rats running about freely in the outer gar-
ret. These animals have always been abhorrent to me, and
make my blood run cold. I hastily shut up the hole with a
wooden shutter which hung on the inside.
I passed eight hours, leaning my arms on the window
ledge, silent and motionless. The sound of a clock striking
roused me; it was strange that no one came near me. I was
not hungry, but I was thirsty, and had a bitter taste in my
mouth. After another interval of three hours I grew furious.
I shouted and yelled, and kicked against the walls and doors;
but all to no purpose. After an hour of this exercise I shut
the grating, lest the rats should get in, and lay full length
on the floor. I was now convinced that the barbarous in-
quisitors had abandoned me to die of starvation. Yet I failed
to see how I had merited such treatment. I was a libertine,
a gambler, outspoken, and too fond, perhaps, of the less
innocent pleasures of life, but I had committed no crime
against the state. Varying my meditations with curses and
imprecations, worn out with fatigue, tortured with hunger
and thirst, God was good to me—I fell asleep.

